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There's a leglon that never was ‘lated,
That carries no colors or crest,
But, split In n thousand detnchmernits,
Is WBreaking the rond for the rearn

—Kipling

WAS  tralling ex-Presl
dent Theodore Roose-
velt throngh Uganda on
the last stages of hils
year's hunting trip In
Central Africa, being

the only newspaper
correspondent to remain
in tlm field out of the small army
of them who had set out with
him from New York In March.
1909, when my travels took me to
the shores of the Albert Nyanza,
from which the White Nile oh-
tains Its source, Here are the
headquarters of the small body
of men who are braving all man-
ner of dangers to make a lortune

by elephant-hunting in “No Man's
Land,” as the Lado Enclave terri-
tory on the Belgiun Congo, bor-

dering on the great

bas been termed
Many of these men were per

sonally known to me durlng my

River Nle,

resldence in British East Africa
as a povernment official [ had
acquired a wholesome respect for

these kL

wirdy and Intrepld tamers
of the uncivilized sections of the
great eouatorial hinterland of

tha
red milk to
o native hut
as a prisoner un-
der o guard My
food durilng this time con-
sisted of raw meat and very
Hitle of that., After some
days of
what they

clhilef 1 y
drink and give
to live In
sfrong

torture,
intonded to do
with me, T wos haled before
the chlef and given a pub-
lie trial. 1 could under-
astand what they were say-
Ing, and it appeared
all. except the chlief,
in favor of my death. For-
tunately for me, the chief's
AR ; wishes prevalled and I was
g relepsed and allowed to re

turn to Mahaga, on my giv-

Centra]l Africa, and what | saw
and beard of them at the Albert
Nyanza and on the banks of the Nile did not les-
sen my regard for them as men. Perhaps their
calling as elephant-poachers may not have been
regular In the eyes of the law, but then there was
such an element of danger connected with their
work that the offenses of which they were gullty
paled before all other considerations, and one I8
forced to concede to them the possesslon of the
acme of pluck. The freebootar or soldier of for-
tune fs ever a pleturesque figure and the Congo
paachers amply fill this role,

I had marched one hundred and sixty-five milea
acrogs the dreary, swelteringly hot Uganda coun-
try, and It was with leelings of extreme rellef
that I saw the shimmering expanse of the waters
of the Albert Nyanza from the rugged hill-tops
overleoking Butiaba, the small port on the sandy
ghore of the lake.

I pitched camp on the site of the recent Roose-
velt encampment within one hundred feet of the
Inke.

I had heard from nntives that one of the Congo
poachers was In camp at Butinba, but none of
them seemed to know his name apd I was at a
loss to know who he might be. I rememberead that
there were o number of men whom [ knew Inti-
mately poaching in this district, and T wondered
whether perchance [ was to be glven an opportu-
nity of renewing my acquaintapce with one of
fhem. Perhaps it might be John Boyes, nlck-
pamed “King of the Kikuyu:"” or “Karomoja"
Bell, the mightiest of elephant-hunters; the Hon-
orable Rupert Craven, brother of Earl Craven;
young Quenfin Grogan, brother of Captaln Ewart
8. Grogan of Capeto-Cairo fame; Plckering, a
noted elephant-hunter; Bennett, an ex-engineer of
the Nile launches; W. Buckley, a partner of Plek-
ering’s; or Pearsom, to say nothipg of many oth-
ers whom [ had met from time to time. I men.
tion them by thelr correct names, for they made
no secret of their calllng and I feel sure that I
am not commitiing any Iindiscretion by so doing.

Each one of these men has a history, and each
and every one of them can tell thrilling tales of
his experlences not only in the Congo but also In
every other part of Afriea.

My interested conjectures as to who the man
at Butiaba might be were soon set at rest. It I8
the custom for all white men in Africa to call on
any other white man who may camp in their vi-
cinity, and so {t was not long before the “poacher”
came to my camp to see me. It proved to be
Bennett, the ex-engineer of the Uganda Nile fleet,
who had abandoned his profssional calling for the
more thrilllng and lucrative work of shooting ele-
phants for thefr ivory. For many years he had
been in charge of the small steam launch plylng
'between Butiaba and Nimule on the Nile, and dur-
ing these vears he had done much shooting on
“the banks of the river. His haul of lvory added
each year to his small income ns & launch engl-
neer, so that it was a bad year Indeed when he
did not double, nay treble, his paltry salary. He
bad been with Winston Churchill, when the lat-
ter made his trip up the Nile on the government
flotilla when Inspecting East Africa and Uganda
in hig official capacity as under secretary of state
for the colonles,

This is the story of & man, as told to me on
,my first night In camp at Butiaba, sitting In my
tent beating off the attack of greedy mosquitoes
while entertaining Bennettwith the aild of my lim-
'{ted supply of whisky. The story was o startling
| that often I had to pinch myself during its recital
(to satisfy myself that | was not dreaming of the
days of Emin Pasha and Stanley ns the result of
the assoclation of my surroundings.

] noticed that hls hands were badly lacerated,
in fact, in a fearful state, and all the time we
‘conversed nbout generalities I was wondering
‘what had been the cause. Presently the conver-
rutlon turned to the subject of elephant-shooting,
‘nnd I asked him how he was progressing with his
‘qmt. for ivory. I had got him Interested pnow
jand leans1 back In my easy camp-chalr to llsten.

.‘J;".;"-f : [ ) v

He gsaid he had just returned from the Congo,
where he had been shootlng elephants for some
months at the back of Mahagi, and that he had
been very successful up to a certaln point, but
then had lost all his hard-gotten ivory and all his
effects, owing to an attack from the nativeas. His
subsequent narrative was an enthralling one, and
I wigh that {t were possible for me to reproduce
it exactly as he told it to me on that still African
night.

“] got on very well with the natives and had
got some very fine tusks,” he continued. “One
day T was out after eome elephants, which had
been located by the natlves for me, and came
across four huge tuskers. I fired at the biggest,
but only succeeded in mortally wounding It. He
charged through the tall elephant grass toward
me, with his huge ears outspread and his trunk
raigsed high above his head. He screesmed fear-
fully with rage and pain and the sight was in-
deed a terrifying one. [ fired at point-blank range
and agaln hit him mortally. The elephant contin-
ued lis charge and one of my native servants
falled to get out of his way. The elephant pushed
the native to one side with his tusk In passing
and the boy fell to the ground without a sound.
The elephant fell down dead a short distance
away

“The three remaining elephants were wild with
rage and rushed hither and thither, tearing down
the trees In all directlons as If they had been
made of paper, screaming shrilly all the time, It
was an anxious moment for me, for 1 was within
fifty feet of them at the time of my first shot.
At last they made off across country toward the
lake, and I followed them up and succeeded in

«bagging all three of them In three sl‘mt; at close

range.

“I returned to look for my ndtlve servant,
thinking that he would be watching over my first
tusker. To my astonishment I found the boy
Ir¥ing dead where he had fallen when the elephant
bowled him over. [ examined him carefully and
found that no bones had beeh fractured, nor was
there a mark on his body. He must have dled
from shock at the terrifying experience.

“On or about December 10th I moved off farther
inland after a blg herd and camped, leaving my
main eamp two days behind me., Within a radlus
of twenty miles of me there were four other white
poachers, namely, Pearson, Dickinson, Boyes and
Knowles. The natives appeared perfectly friendly
to me. On my first night in camp they visited
me, dancing and singing round my camp-fire. 1
suspected no treachery from them: on the con-
trary they appeared willing to keep me informed
of the movements of the elephants and of the
Belgian military patrol., which was operating In
the district, endeavoring to capture us poachers,

“Next day the same thing' happened and | was
asked to attend to the leg of one of the tribesmen
who had been Injured badly In a native brawl
I bathed the wound and was winding a bandage
round the wounded leg when I suddenly felt my
wrists selzed, A rope wag qulckly cast round my
neck, other ropes were fastened round my legs
and nrms, and T was jerked roughly off the camp-
stool on which I was gltting. Then the natives
gelzed my guns, and all my camp equipment was
deliberately destroyed before my eyes. A native
seized my helmet and Insolently paraded before
me with it on hie own head. I was then beaten
savagely across the back of the hands and on the
body with sticks. My hands burst open, hurting
fearfully, and the sun beat down upon my head
with terrific force.

“l was made to march, with my captors jeering
at me and subjecting me to awful indignities, for
four whole days through the brolling sun until
their powerful chief’s village was reached. Here
the chlef came forward and shook me by my
wounded and manacled bands, bidding his follow-
ers release me. He was a fine-looking old savage,
with a very Intelligent fave, standing over six
fest. high

ing a guaranty that [ would

never again bunt in this
district. I was threatened with Instant death and
torture if 1 was caught again by them.

“Then began gix days’ journey through the
blazing African sun with all my clothes In rags,
no helmet and no hat, no water, and no food ex-
cept what I could find my the way, which waa
very little, seelng that 1 had no rifle. All my
camp equipment, stores and rifles had been taken
away from me and I had lost all my Ivory, the

result of many months’ arduous work in the
Congo.
“At last, after days of infinite torture, I

reached the camp of a Belgian official rear Ma-
hagi, who clothed and fed me, promisiug me that
the natives would be punished. This was indeed
kind of him, for it must be remembered that I
was a poacher In the Belgian territory and liable
to ten years’ imprisonment if ecaptured by the
Belginns In the act of poaching ivory. I have
came to Butinba to try to get together another
outfit and return to the Mahagi district “to re
place my losges, T am determined to make up my
lost time and feel confident that I can do so."

1 wish that I could tell the tale with the un-
affected slmplicity and nothing-out-of-the-ordinary
manner in which Bennett told it to me.

The next day I left by launch for Koba, the first
government post on the Nile. Here I found 2
small village of white elephant-poachers, but all
of them were away after ivory in the Congo at
the time of my visit. They live on the British side
of the Nile and make periodical excursions Into
the Conge after ivory. The British government
allows Congo Ivory to pass through Its territory
on payment of twenty-five per cent custom duty,
and in a way this encourages the poachers, for
they are allowed to shoot only two, or at most
thres, elephants each year in East Africa or
Ugnnda, on payment of & $250 license. In the
Congo no license la necessary and they may shoot
as many tuskers as they can, without a lcense, If
they can evade being captured by the Belglans
or the natives,

Each man takes untold rigeks when he follows
thie calling. Not only does he chance ten years'
imprigonment in a chain-gang in the interior of
the Congo, if caught by the Belgians, but he also
takes his life in his hands every time he shoots
an elephant, for he crawls into a herd through
the fifteen or twenty-foot grass, gelects the big-
gest bull and then shoots it at a range of from
ten to fifteen yards. No one who has not tried
elephant shooting can realize the terrifying agpect
of o herd of elephants when you are close to
them. They move so gllently, and yet each one ls
capable of crughing the life out of any man who
dares disturb their peace.

At Koba I found the houses, made of grass and
mud, of John Boyes, the Honorable Rupert Craven,
and of Plekering and Buckley. “Karajoma" Bell
had given up poaching for the time belng, as he
had made more than sufficlent out of it to satisfy
all his desires. Bell 15 a young Englishman, who
has a big estate in England and an annual rent-
roll of some $15.000. He came out to Central Af-
rica seeking adventure in 1802, when only elght-
een years of age., and at onece turned hig utlemlun
to elephant-hunting. '

I am told that In the last elght years Bell has
spent $100,000 fn seeking ivory and has made
$200,000, so that he has cleared ope hundred per
cant.

John Boyes, allas “King of the Kikuyu," was,
unfortunately, poaching in the Congo. 1 should
have liked to renew my acqualntance with him,
for he 1s a remarkable character. Boyes was at
one time an able-bodied seaman on & merchant
veasel and wns wrecked, or deserted, I konow nol
which, at Zanzibar, many years previous to my
first meeting with him in 1904, He had spent all
his time cattletrading and Ivory-hunting In the
wilds, and for many years made the territory of
the Akikuyu tribe his headquarters. He had be-
come blood-brother to thelr king, Kinanjul, and
then had made himsel! virtually their king.
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Hardly the Bundny School Brand.

The young hopeful had secreted
mome bright buttons I{n his pocket,
which eame from the motor car ghow,
Wheén Sunday school was well under
way, he took one out and plnned it on
his cont, feellng It an ornament. Un-
fortunately, when tha minister came
round to speak to the denr children,
his near sighted eyez were caught by
the color,

"Well, Rlehnrd, 1 see you are wenr-
ing somae motto, my lad. What doea
it say?"

“You read it, str,”
Hanging his head.

“But 1 ennnot see.
glnsges, son. Read it
hear you.*

Richard blushed.
it — to be
Magazine.

replied Richard,

I haven’t my
g0 wi can nll

"It aays, sir,
]1‘7”7?' "

'Aln't
—Metropolitan

Baby Cried Day and Night

with Colle till she was 3 months old,
then we got Kopp's Baby's Friend and
that cured her. Used it nlso when she
was teething and cannot speak too
highly of It, so writes Mrs, L. P. Plum-
mer, Rockland, Me. Sold by druggists,
10ec,, 26¢, and B0c., or sent direct by
Kopp's Baby's Friend Co., York, Pa.
Sample by mall on request,

If & womnn can find the style of hat
ghie wants, she can always adjust her
head to fit It.

Why be constipated whcn you ean pot Gar- |

fielid Ten at any drug store? lvwill qule kly ro-
lieve and |ts benetits will be reallzed,

The way some women talk I8
enough to make a bachelor feel bald
headed.

Mrs. Winslow's S8aothing Syrup for Children
teathing, aoftens the gums, reducens Inflammn-

tion, allays paln, enres wind colle, e & bottle,

The manufacturer of artificial feet
Is reapongible for many

v a false step,
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ANDWICHES! What's

tastier than

‘ﬁwtted Ham

It's exceptional in flavor
and doesn’t cost a bit more
than ordinary kinds,

At All Grocers

Libby, M= Neill
& Libby

1 I!'uthu -
goodness
of this root- .
beer nn well an
[ its tonic proper-
tiea that maks [t
ao great a Ffavorite,
One package makes O gallons, If
“'if Tou n phek ':’ﬁ"ﬂwﬁ' oot
ma
r?hu.. glvm 2
Wrrm for premium fustfe
THE CHARLES E.HIRES CO,
2055 N. Brood St., Philadelphis, Pa.

filled
_ﬁ:""‘ clear

some and delightful.

Whenever
you see an
Arrow think
of Coca-Cola,

Oaken Bucket

nowadays.
days with a glass of

It mnkcs one think of everything that s pure and whole~
Bright, sparkling, teeming with
palate Joy—it®s your soda fountain old caken bucket.

Free Our new booklet, telling of Cocs-Cola
vindication at Chattanooga, fof the saking.,

Demand the Genulne as made by

THE COCA-COLA CO. 52
ATLANTA, GA.

{
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to the brim with cold,
purity—no such water

Bring back the old

(- /

) —

e _—=1
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The woman pugillst knows just how
to assert her “rights.'

Important it is that the blood be kept pure.
Garfleld Tea is blg enough for the job.

One always thinks there s a lot of
money to be made in any kind of busi-
ness that he isn’t In.

Important to Mothers

Examine carefully every hottle of | gists,

Stern Call of Duty.

Reform s mnot joyous, but griev-
ous; no aingle man can reform him-
self without stern suffering and stern
working; how much less can & nation
of men!—Carlyle:

To keep artificfal teeth and bridge-

work antiseptically clean and free
from odors and disease germs, Paxtine
Antiseptic is unequaled. At drug-
25c a box or sent postpald on re-

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for | ceipt of price by The Paxton Tollet

infants and children, and see that it

Bears the
Slgnature of m
In Use For Ovar 30 Years.

Children Cry for Fleicher’s Castoria

Her Speclal Advantages.

James Fullerton Muirhead In his
book, “The Land of Contrasts,” tells
of an American girl who was patron-
izlngly pralsed by pn Englishman for
the purity of her English and who re

plled: *“Well, I had special advan-
tages, inasmuch as an English mis-
slonary was statloned near our tribe.”

Rullng Spirit Still Strong.

Mrs. J. L. Story, who has just pub-
lished a volume of reminiscences, tells
of a lady relatlve who had all her life
been afrald of damp sheets. When
ehe was dying Mrs, Story entered the
room, to find the fireplace barricaded
with a large assortment of bed linen.
She was having her winding sheet
warmed,

“l never have laln In damp bed-
clothes while I was allve,” sald the
old lady in a feeble whisper, “and I'm
not going to do it when I'm dead.”

Springs in Their Brains.

Two Frenchmen, In visiting an art
galery, stopped to admjre & painting
by an American. The artist happened
to be In the gallery and in broken
Engligh one of the Frenchmen asked:
“How did monsleur ever catch such a
wonderful plcture?”

“Oh,'" replied the artist, with a far-
away look, “that palnting was an off-
spring of my braln.”

The other Frenchman was greatly
interested and asked his friend what
that American had sald.

"l can hardly explaln,” whispered
the firgt Frenchman excitedly; “he
gald ze pleture was one gpring off of
Americans act queerly when
have springs on their braina.'

‘ Allce—How oddly

they |

‘Co., Boston, Mass,

Strictly Up to Date.
g0mé men pro-
pose.

Kante—I should say so. A gentle-
man asked me last week if 1 felt fa-
vorably disposed to o unification of in-
terests.

With the Lid Off.

“NMother,” asked Hob, with a hope-
ful eve pn the peppermintjar, “have
I been a good boy this afternoon?”

“M-m-yes,”" answered mother, dubi-
ously, rm_.l.!ilng a certain little rift
within the lute. The four-year-old dip-
lomat looked anxious.

“Please,” he begged, "say n wide-
open yes!"—Harper's Bazar,

Cheerful Qutiook,

“Father, dear,” sald Amaranth,
“Willle Smithers 18 golng to call at
yvour office this morning to ask you
for my hand. Ilsn't there some little
hint | can glve him belore he goes
so as to make it easler for him?"

“Yeas," sald Mr. Blinks, "tell him to
take ether before he comes, It will
|save him much pain."—Harper's
Weelkly.

Helped a Little,

At Dingrd one summer there was a
beautiful young countess, the wife of
a milllonaire, whose bathing dress wns
—well—

A couple of men about town were
talking In shocked tones about the
countess’ bathing dress on the casino
terrace,

“It's shocking; It's most improper,™
eald the firat.
| “But,” sald the second, “l can't be-
lleve It's many worse than the dinnper
dress she wore at Mrs, Hughes-Hal-
let's ball lagt night'

“Oh, well,” sald the other,
her dlamonds on
| Evening Telegram.

“she had
then."—Rochesgtar

One of the B Jin
Battle Creek, Mick,

If there ever is a time when you are justified in cussing,

It is when Iixe summer weather sets your appetite to fussing;

But there isn’t any need to risk your soul and shock the neighbors—
Tempt your appetite with Toasties and go singing to your labors,

Written by W. J. MUSGROVE,

for which the Postum Qo.,
+ pald $1000.00 In M

pe, Aria

ay.




